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South Africa each provide experience, embarrassing but
pleasurably ludicrous. Small calamities continually form the
theme of his short Stories. The muStard-plaSter incident of
Thompson Hall and the adventure of The Man Who Kept Us
Money in a Box did not actually (as did several others of their
kind) befall Trollope himself; but he heard tell of them and
relished their implications of dilemma.
As a travelling Englishman he would Stand no nonsense.
Once on the Alps he and his elder brother Tom returned from
wayside dejeuner to find two Frenchmen seated in their places
in the diligence. Expostulation had no effeft. " Stand below,
Anthony" cried Tom "and I will hand them down!" Where-
upon he climbed the diligence,, lifted the Frenchmen in his
arms and dropped them over the edge to Anthony, who set
them side by side upon the ground.
Toward freshness or presumption he was unmerciful. The
young man with the cracked voice on board the liner to South
Africa was, one may be sure, not unsnubbable for long. There
was a lady once who ventured an impertinence. Sitting next
Trollope at dinner she noticed that he partook largely of every
dish offered to him. "You seem to have a very good appetite,
Mr. Trollope" she observed. "None at all, madam" he
replied "but, thank God, I am very greedy."
Another Story is of his treatment of a consequential parvenu.
A bumptious little man, very fine in his red coat, mounted on
several hundred guineas' worth of horseflesh and wearing a
peaked cap, forced his conversation on Trollope at a covert-
side. One remark Struck the novelist as too ill-bred to be
endured. "Get away!" he cried. "You monkey in top
boots I"
That anecdote became part of the traditions of the hunt and
has in consequence survived. But Trollope himself preferred
its quaint companion-incident, which he put verbatim into a
novel, so much did he enjoy his own discomfiture.
Kate Masters, though fifteen and quite up to that age
in intelligence and impudence, was small and looked almost
* child. "That's a nice pony of yours, my dear," said Lord